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strongest amongst us, and I had hoped to escape \\ith him.
Now he shivered and sweated alternately: his eyes
glazed, his lips swelled, his face was distorted : the Ar-
menian deportations had left a trail of typhus in these
parts, and I feared for him.

The fear never left me until we had traversed the two
hundred miles of desert that brought us to the rail-head at
Ress-el-Ain.

Here our Guard Commandant, excited perhaps by the
approach to civilisation, or else because he was free from
the restraining influence of the teetotal Boy Scout, who
had gone on by a faster train, purchased several bottles of
'araq from the station buffet and became blind drunk.

In Aleppo we became separated from the rest of our
party and were left in charge of an old, very sleepy and
rather friendly soldier. There seemed to be some doubt
in his mind as to where we should pass the night, but
eventually, by some means which I have forgotten, we
arrived at a small, clean, Turkish hotel, where we were
told, mysteriously, that we would be among friends.

I looked for friends, but as everyone was asleep, it
being then two o'clock in the morning, I decided to take
a good night's rest before making any plans. . . . So the
golden hours passed which should have seen me on my
way to the sea coast.

Writing this by my fireside in Chelsea, over a pipe and
cup of tea, I blame myself for not escaping. But things
looked different in Aleppo. I was physically and men-
tally exhausted, and my friend was ill. The bedroom
tempted me : its curtains were of Aleppo-work, in broad
stripes of black and gold : the rafters were striped in.
black and white: the walls were dead white; the furniture
dead black : three pillows adorned our twin beds, of
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